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ALLY’S DERBY DAY. 


“I am very thankful to say that my 7 criticisms upon Poor Papa's conduct have at last had _a beneficial effect, and, in consequence, he has once more 
been received into the good graces of smart ety. Dad having an invitation to view the Derby from Lord Rosebery’s drag, I graciously consented to accompany 
him, and I must say that his lordship was most attentive. The only thing that happened to mar our enjoyment was the gross and unwarrantable interference of 
certain undesirable members of the family, who insisted upon claiming an acquaintanceship that I consider Pees was perfectly justified in repudiating." —Toortsiz. 


INGIN-EOUSLY EXPLAINED. A TAKING TITLE. 


HER ECCENTRIC LADYSHIP. 


IN 1698 there existed a fashionable re-union called the 
Kit-cat Club, which met at the commencement of the | 
london season to nominate the lady who should be their 
standing toast for the year, have her name engraved on 


their drinking cups. and her portrait painted Kit-cat fashion, 1 
—that is, h and bust only. ih 

But this year they could not agree, and at last the Earl } 
of Dorchester errr his daughter, the Lady Mary 3 
Pierrepoint. No! 


y present had secn her. He got into t 
his carriage, and shortly returned with an exquisitely 

dressed and delightfully pretty young lady, aged nine, 

whom he stood upon the table. 

The bucks and bloods in velvet and satin, gold-laced, 
jewel-bedecked, powdered, patched and painted, rose to ; 
their feet and drank a bumper to the reigning beauty's \ 
health, and the incense of adulation, and the wine, perhaps, 
got into the little lady's head. Many years later, she wrote i 
Never again throughout my life have | speut so happy a 

ay. 

She was a great favourite with her father. She presided 
at his table when she was sixteen, and we read that ‘the 


Little Wife. Charles says it was rather warm at the Indian conversational contact incidental to such a position, in a | 


Exhibition the other night, but that the playing of the Indians house where the guests were chiefly men, could not be 

Was most refreshing “Say, Tom, what shall we call this book that we've been col- otherwise than destructive of the maidenly modesty of 
Va, Ah! my dear, I can understand now why there are so many laborating together on?” “Don't know. old man; how will manner which constitutes the charm of girlhood.” 

Ingines there—to play on them when it gets too hot, of course, * Half-Hours with the Worst Authors,’ do?” She had a large crowd of lovers, but cared for none of 
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them, and was cruel enough to some, When she was eighteen, the 
Hon, Johnny Beauchamp sent a formal offer to her father, and she 
resulved to have what she called a bit of fun with him. She was a 
wonderful horsewoman ; she bad ridden, when yet a child, across 
country, dressed as a boy, astride on a fiery little pony, at a break 
neck pace her groum could ‘not keep up with, Door Johnny could 
not ride a bit. 

He found her, when he reached the Earl's house, already on 
horseback, and she had what was seemingly a meek mare saddled 
for him, on which she invited him to accompany her for a ride, 
and said she had had the quietest animal in the stable prepared for 
him. Then she cracked her whip and started helter-skelter, his 
mare following and he clinging to the mane like grim death, 

They reached a tive-barred gate, and the mare tlew over it. So 
did Johnny, and out of the saddle, and was picked up very white 
and bleeding. Luckily, he was not dead ; but when he got well 
again he did not propose any more to Lady Mary, and in after life 
thanked God for getting out of it so cheaply. 

Mr. Wortley Montague, in a clumsy, pediuntic fashion, made love 
to her, and wished her to marry ana tly with him to a sylvan glen. 
She said, “ Love isa mere madness—the passion of a child fora 
well-dressed doll. It delights him till in a short time the tinsel 
covering wears through, and he discovers that it is mainly made of 
sawdust.” However, they married, and it was a miserable 
marriage. Mr. Wortley Montague, sure enough, did get weary of 
his wife, and she held him in contempt. 

Montague was nade Ambassador at Constantinople, and we read 
that “the female domestic life of the Orient amused her wayward 
fancy. She sympathised with its idolence, with its practical creed 
of eat, drink and. be merry, for to-morrow we die.” 

She separated from her husband, and lived twenty years in 
Turkey. Then, at the age of seventy, returned to London, a 
strange, fanciful oid woman, not too clean in her habits. She 
died, leaving behind her some rather free-and-easy letters from the 
East, and a few clever. but rather broad, poems, 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 
ANNOTATED BY ALEXANDRY, THE BLOODLEss Boy. 
CHAPTER 1.—( Continued), 

WHILSsT Me and Billiam was suil sharpening the cutlasses, a 
strong hand was laid upon the back of our necks, and our heads 
were knocked together as though we was a pir of old shoes, Are 
pirates usually treated this way, and don't they never inspire terror 
and trembling? 

“Look here,” says the Burlesque Co. Boss, for it was him, “it’s 
them two stowawavs, and these is carving knives to opperate with 
on the victuals. Shall we keel-haul ‘em right away?” 

“No; to-morrow we cross the line,” says the Captain, “and 
we'll have a pretty good lark with them, you bet!” 

Is the Black Cook a heartless traitor? Is he lending usa helping 
hand? No; he is doubled up and roaring with laughter, while we 
are dragged, heavy manacled, to the black hole. 

And to-morrow—what is to be the hideous fate in store for us? 

Billiam says, “One thing they do is to shave your head with a 
rusty iron hvop, and then they pulls your tceth.” 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——— 
oe Corres eee wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelape large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do uot iuclose loose stamps, 


Not for twice that money, LAWRENCE; They are most expensive 
things. It is quoted, F. 8. FENNIE. From some versace that he 
sings. No, you are mistaken, Lassié; It was not intended a, 
Not at present, WILLIAM HARPER: Antumn ts the time ta go, 
Havent space ta spare, Mepusa ; Much obliged, though, all the 
same, Surry, PEG, we cannot tell you; But we do not know the 
game, 

“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 

The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 
Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 

3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6e. 6d. 

In Stamps or P.O.0.'8 payable to GILBERT DALziEt, 
“THE SLOPERIEs,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kioaques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


—_——_~———_-- 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the next-of-hin of viel | Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Sercants on duty excepted), who shall eed fede to meet 
with his-or her death ina Lailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houipay"” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY " is published throu hout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
folloning Wednesday morning. 
SSS 


WHAT IT IS COMING TO. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 632.—The “ Mercury Cycling " Costume. 


ON THE LONCON, TILBURY AND SOUTHEND. 
Male Passenger, ’Ave you any hobjection to us ‘aving a whiff of 
oe Me Pa ( ly). Oh 1 
male Passenger (graciously), Oh, gv on! Ls'pose’tain't : 
worse than Barkin’ Crock, tl i are aan 


Grace (learning to row). Oh, dear! oh, dear! 1 e: 
crab then ; Lew eane ion that make? ’ ; reas sone 
Cecil. I'm afraid T've lost count. now; but you'll have quite 
tend ge start in the wholesale fish trade by the time you've 
is 


“Tim, what an awful state you're in; I hope you've not been 
c mmitting a breach of the peace?” “ Troth, sir, that I have; and 
tue other boy went off with a picce of my breech,” 


0 


(Saturday, June 6, 18¢6, 
JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——— 


First Society Dame, Don't you think that Mrs. Flighter’s «.,,,, 
off a good deal lately? 

Seeonad Society Dame, V'm sure of it, my dear. To my cer: , 
knowledge, she’s cloped twice in the last three years, aud still |, 
fool of a husband won't face t e Di vorce Court, : 


s 
“THE world,” sighed the Penniless Poct, “is but an empty voi.) ° 
“Too true, too true,” responded a brother rhymester, who hai |, ,| 
nothing to eat since breakfast the day before; “and Lve gui t), 
two hemispheres in my stomach, worse luck.” \ 
ss 


s 
A MAN 18 known by the company he keeps, a girl by the 1), 

she keeps company with. The Knightabredwe nursemaid, ae 
walks out with a corporal Life Guardsman, looks down with seu, 
on the slavey who can only boast of a peeler, and the beloved .: 
the sturdy slop won't know the pore thing whose young man jin; 
got a uniform at all to his back.”—* Reilections of the shy). 
Slavey.”—(Vol. 11.) + 


“You know Widgeon's getting married next week, T suppo..’ 
Are you going to give the bride any present?” “ Yes, Pm thin). 
ing of sending her back all her love-letters to me.” 


ss 
e 


From trouble and worry nis nights were free, 
And in quietness passed his days, 
Till he found that a hundred complaints had he— 
It was proved by the Réutgen Rays! 
Brooding, he thought: “J'’m less fit to live 
Than a hopeless and cureless lazur!" 
And at last he determined a gash to give 
To his throat with a RGntgen Rays-or! 
ss 


s 
mrs, Flirtington, Oh, yes, my doctor is reputed to be quite 4 
lady killer, I assure you. 
Mr. Sinik, Really, I had no idea he confined his practice i, 
your sex, * 


“YounG man,” said the tract distributor, solemnly, “are yo 
aware of the state of your soul!" “ Perfectly,” was the respon. 
“I've just had a pair of extra thick ones put on ; take care [don 
let you feel the weight of them.” And the tract distributor dri-! 
up like a refreshment sandwich onan August day, 


*. 
Vocalist. A deep silence reigned in the hall for a few moments 
as the last notes of my song died away. 
Mise Pertly, And did the audience make much noise as they 
came back? +." 


It is one of those things which passeth common understandin:, 
that a woman will go so carefully through her husband's poe! 
az he sleeps the sleep of the razzle-dazzler, that she clears out the 
available collection of small change, ana yet sell his very best qui: 
of bags to a street hawker for eighteenpence and 2 rootless fern, 
and never notice that there was a tive-pouud note, intended for the 
taxes, stowed away in the hip pocket. 

ss 
s 

Boxing Club Manager. Here's a pretty go, we shall have to put 
the fight otf to-night. : 

Scerctary. Great Corbett! what's happened ? 

Boxing Club Manager, Why, our man's had a row with his oe)! 
woman, and she been and half killed the poor beggar. 


— 


A LARGE COLLECTOR. 


i uN | 


x — 


A TT 


re 


metesitiecees. 


“Who has the best collection of Viridian’s pictures?” “His 
dlord—in lieu of rent.” 


—_—_+>———— 


ONE OF THE BEST. 


I KNOW a man, an actor—but that is not necessarily any disgrace 
—and he is one of the best. 1 do not know his name, but he lives 
in William Terrace, Adelphi, Strand, London, West Central. He 
is a good-looking man, and he knows it. But, then, he has been 
told #0 on so many occasions that you cannot wonder at his know- 
ledge. They call him Breezy Bill. And he is one of the best. 

Then there is the man that you are anxious to borrow a soverstzn 
from. You know he is rolling in cash, and you have scarcely 
decayed particle of the root of all evil. So you sidle up quietly to 
him, and you murmur, “Lend us a quid!” If he gives vou the 
deaf ear and the cold heart, he isa wrong ‘un! But if he =1¥>. 
“ Certainly, old man!” and parts with the necessary twenty lui 
lings, why, then he is—one of the best. ‘ 

Then there's the girl—the real, loving, clinging. canoodlins, 
pretty, prattling, spoony girl. If she loves you, or if she says she 
does, and makes you believe it, why, then she isn good thing. 3" 
is ser knowing. She is an carthly angel, She is—one of the 

>) 

Then there is your mother—that honest, artless old soul, all love 
and little brains, who swears by you and thinks you are the ouly 
person on earth worth looking at. She knows very well that yeu 
could not doa wrong thing—if you did it would be right in bee 
eyes. Your mother is a saint, she is something better than i 
angel. She ix absolutely one of the best. 

Then there's the poor fool with a bit of money and no sense who 
shines like a meteor for a short space. He dashes his weight about. 
and everybody loves him, He “stands Sam” every where, you are 
welcome to all he has, tfe only lives for his friends. He is one ot 
the best. And then he goes broke to the world, and has net it 
cent to bless himself with. And you see him ona street-cormer. 
shabby, hungry. And yeu button up your pockets and pass by eu 
the other side, And you say “Jack was a good boy—one of the 
best!” And that’s all, 


Saturday, June 6, 1896.] 
TOOTSIE AND THE GEISHA. 


—_—_<—— 


THE best plan is to ask the noble vouth in your company to tell 
you what the piece is called, and the noble ke if S | Bo not 
ae consulted with 
ED ae pias mele 
youths anc 
proper fF 
coached up, 
will most 
likely, not 
being willing 
to display his 
ignorance, = 
very r 
indeed. Landed 

Few bipeds 
Are more igno- 
rant than the 
noble youth, 
unless it be 
about clothes 
and hair -cut- 
Never- 
theless, the 
Geisha is not 
as good an name 
as The Tea Girl 
would have 
been, but that 
Goss not much 
matter; an 
more, ladeed, 
than does the 
question of the 
truth of Owen 
Hall's _ picture 
of a Japanese 
tea-houze, and 
the young lady Japs to be found at it. Those curious as to the man- 
ners and customs of the Japs and Japesses may find much more or 
less edifying reading on the subject in the extra volume of Henry 
Mayhew’s * London Labour and London Poor.” The goings-on of 
Japs are, from a strictly proper standpoint, reprehensible. 

sut, on the whole, the Geisha of Owen Hall's is perfectly proper, 
and girls may take their mothers to it with poiteed 2 + The Geisha 
tu be found at Daly’s is a kind of singing barmaid, who does more 
in teas than whiskey colds. O Mimosa San is beloved by Captain 
Katana, of the Royal Guard, and Reginald Fairfax, of H.M.S. 
Turtle, carries on a mild flirtation with her, and thereby excites 
the jealousy of Miss Molly Seamore, his betrothed. Not ay this, 
but O Mimosa is loved still more ardently by the Marquis Imari, 
the chief of the police, and in order to obtain her he cancels the 
license of the tea-house proprietor. and the tea-house girls are put 
up for sale by 
auction. 

In the end, 
however, all, of 
course, comes 
right; he is out- 
bid, and Miss 
Molly takes her 
dace, Thenight 

was there Mis 
Marie Tempe~' 
was the “O M.” 
and Miss Letty 
Lind the Molly. 
and both sang and 
acted charmingly. 
Miss Juliette Off 
Savills is, 2s a 
usual, very nice, <gup' 
and the same niny | 
le said of Mis- YD 
Maud Hobson 
and several other! 
Iuies, 

the [Ny 


Among 
persuasion 


O Mimesa San: MARIE TEMPEST. 


male 
Hay den -Coftin. 
first’ favourite in 
these new musical 
plays, came well 
to the front 
whenever he got 
achance. Harry 
Monkhouse was 
well suited in his A 
part, aud Louis BradSeld and Mr, Huntley Wright were droll, 

There is some charming music by Sidney Jones and Lionel 
Monckton, and Harry Greenbank’s lyrics leave nothing to be 


“On the Bike.” 


desind., The bicycle business, too, is a big hit. The Geisha is 
undoubtedly a success, and you must be sure and go and see it. 
——~— 
SLOPER’S ANCESTORS, 
No. 15. 


GEOFFREY MICAWBER SLOPER, 
Bors 1347, Diep or THE PIP, liv, 
From the Painting by Professor Hubzrt Herkmer, RAg 
at Gaudhall, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts ef the World. 


SLOPER'S PlhLS 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY RACH Box. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Ero. 


5a St. James’ Place, Liverpool, 
Alay 19th, 1896. 
GENTLEMEN ,—Just a line to let you know that 
Thave never found any other pilts or medicine cure a 
cold sv quickly as your wonderful s Pills. 
Faithfully yours, 
WILL GOLDSTON. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
91. IN STAMPS TO 


CURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 

safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- LADIES 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 

OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, LADI 
as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes : 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three montha I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn tee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s. Gu. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- 
ually sutticient for anv case. 

Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to J, A DIES 


Sdddddd0d GdGGGCSGGOGGS 


any lady on receipt of addressed envelo 
Write privately to— ” ane 
Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 


Are Unequalled. Themes effectual cn carth. Nothing can resist them. 
9gd., 1/1}, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 


Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 


Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt- 
of a stamped addressed envelope. 


FAMILY JARS. 


It was not altogether a marriage a strictly truthful person could 
have called a success—there was rank impetuosit incompati- 
bility of temper on both sides, and She was a holy terror with her 
tongue when once it got started. Rows were of almost daily 
occurrence, She even “threw things”; indeed, one of her dis- 
charged kitchenmaids, who now writes fireside gossip for a ladies’ 
pictorial fashion paper, says she never knew a dinner service of 
ninety pieces in that house that didn’t double itself in a fortnight ! 

He came in from the worries of business the other evening look- 
ing as tired as a ha'porth of soap after a hard day's wash. He was 
growing unutterably weary of it all yearned to be free once 
again. He'd been accustomed to knuckle under and surrender 
whenever she, metaphorically, hung out the flag of truce, but 
to-night he was obdurate. His cool and altered manner may have 


had something to do with her more conciliatory tone than usual 
after a pite battle. Melting like ice-cream ina July sun she 
came softly across the apartment and sat down gently on his 
knee. With a short, irritable cough he shifted the limb and she 
fell heavily, but not eran peerty on to the floor. 

“Ah! well,” she sighed as she arose from the and tried to 


remember where she'd put the bottle of nrnica, “there was a time 
when you used to pretend that dag liked to have me sit on your 
knee, and that for a whole evening.” 

“Yes, I remember it,’ he growled, “it was during the same 
pect that you used to pretend that you preferred to sit in a chair. 

ut I’m blind no longer!” 

Her quick perception told her she must tack about and change 
her course ; she must be even more submissive. 

“Harry |” she cried, in a passionate burst, “I spoke hastily this 
morning. 

“Not a bit of it,” he cried, “only about 275 words a minute, 
whereas your best record, timed by the breakfast-room Water- 
bury is quite 330! That was your form last Thur——” 

Biff! Bash!! Bang!!! 

Her impetuosity was not proof against sarcasm, and she strode 
from the room leaving him prone upon the hearthrog with his 
unlucky head reposing amid the ruins of the last of the vegetable 
dishes and a poo) of hashed mutton. 


——— 


A VOICE FROM BELOW. 


ALGERNON W. HICKENLOOPER had had all day Whitsun 
Bonde to tell her of his never-dying love, and he hadn't finished 
when the hour for parting with her came. There he stood with 
her, on the well-bceswaxed linoleum in the hall of her parents’ 

‘hames Ditton villa residence, holding her hands and trying to 
think of fresh platitudes of Shelley's, Byron's, Dryden's or even 
the advertisement poet of the Pogmoor Almanac. Just as he was 
whispering, a They sin who tell us Love can die, with life all other 

=sions—— 

“Emellina!” yelled a hoarse masculine voice, made harsh by 
its owner's recent consumption of cold lamb and marble-like new 
potatoes, up the kitchen stairs, “ what d'yer make the time by the 
‘all clock ? 

It was her father's voice. 
abies Park races after a bad day, and A, V 
slightly. 

* 'T'.t-ten o'clock, father,” faltered Emellina. 

“Well,” roared the paternal voice, “ when that milk-and-water 
Ree! that can’t grow whi-kers goes, start the clock again, d’ye 

ear? 


He had evidently just home from 
2 > v. Teckesloenar paled 


Then were two sounds heard together—the re-ticking of grand. 
father's timepiece, and the retreating footsteps of Algernun W. 
Hickenlooper, 


Yo 


When the Kangaroo told the Lion he was gett ing thin on the top 


“O Woman ! in our 
hours of eaze | "— 

But there, why play 
on these old 
keys 2— 

You know the old 

A ey wheeze, 

herefore, no more 
of it Ull give. 

Enough, that in her 
new-found plan, 

Since baecnees to 
com) 

To wolf up work 
once meant for 


an, 


She won't give 
him much chance 


to live ; 


A WORTHY human ornament of the Inner Temple has just iid 
down his earthly burdens, who was in his, what Abernethy was in 
the medical profession. acl 
vain causes or advised a course that was prohibited by conscience. 
Above all praise was his magnificent candour. ; 

A gentleman came to consult him one day, wanting to know by 
what course of law he could : t 
exerting an evil influence over his daughter. The girl was sixteen: 
he said, and the suitor nearly forty, and a wrong ‘un. He kept bad 


company, 


sent the girl sporting papers, and wanted to take her to music-halls, 
Despite all 
the elderly 


the law. 


“ You don't need a solicitor at all,” said the legal luminary, after 
hearing the case, 

“No, sir?” P . 

“No. certainly not. All you want is twopenn‘orth of ginger and 
a horsewhip! 


THE NEWEST LADY ARTIST. 


(The latest “ profession adopted by women is drawing crayon-pictures 


179 
A WASH AND BRUSH UP AT THE ZOO. 


the Lion straightway ate him up. 
(MoraL.—Don't be personal, 


on the pavement.) 


And lo! she now (for Art to crave meant) 
Draweth pictures on the Pavement ! 


Those marv'lous mack’rel, plates and ships, 
Those running rats and flickering “dips,” 
Those mournful alms-extracting tips— 

“ Pity the Artist !""—and the rest ; 
All these doth Lovely Woman now 
In town enact with mournful brow, 
Since Art with gifts doth her endow, 

On stones to crayon-draw with zest. 
An object she for Pity’s wave meant, 
Scrawling pictures on the Pavement ! 


+ —_—— 


A SENSIBLE SOLICITOR. 


He never wasted his clients’ shekels over 


restrain an obnoxious suitor from 


led, drank, and played the goat generally. He & 


rental control—such as it was !—the girl encournged 
nder, and now the father sought the assistance of 


— 


SHOCKING! SHOCKING! 


‘ 
Lucille (Sunday morning). Pa, dear, | think we pay a great deal 
too much for our pew, considering its position inthe church, 

Old Bootle, Do we, my dear! Whereabouts is it! 


(Saturday, June 6, 1896, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
LITTLE TOMMY'S NIGHTMARE BEFORE THE EXAM. 


TR0 


THE BEAST! 


°.° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive 
protographs from those of her friends whuse 
portraits hace not yct been inserted. 


TOOTSIB’S FRIBNDS. 


“What say ?—want to buy a watch? I've got 

: & good, strong turnip I can sell you.” “No, 

Master. You know nothing of the subject, sir, and the sentence passed upon you is thanks, old man; I want to have a repeater,” 
Resurrection Pie for the term of your natural life. ( Vanishes. “Try a spanish onion, thea.” 


NATIONALITIES. 


Pwr 


No, 446.—M1ss Eva Moore. i) 
“ Ne’er has a fairer maiden won my heart.” 


—The Dook Snook. S 
“ Yes, now, at length, my ideal have I found.” s 


—Lord Bob. OR. 
“Could she but gauge the depth of this fierce ; 
passion!” (1) Venetian Blind. (2) Prussian Blue. 


—The Hon, Billy. 
ANOTHER TESTIMONIAL. 


(3) Spanish Lickerice. (4) Special Scotch. 
OUR HAR«“ASS" ED FORCE. 


it wma 
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A-CAD-AM-HE NOTES. OTHERWISE DOING “HARD.” 


IN 


i N 


, ; “DEAREST GERTIE—Do you read your 
“Let me congratulate you, dear boy, upon Tril. Where's Johnnie got to lately? “SLOPER” regularly? If pot, yonomen tobe Errand Boy. Can you tell me where that 
being a star of the first magnitude in the Teddy. He's in a larrsuit at present, smacked and put to bed. I think it's too st ; 
world of art—for I see they have jlaced your Tril. What! Divorce, or breach, or what? lovely for words. Lady Dowdy is splendid. Policeman. Don't take up my time with 
picture where, like all stars, it requires a Teddy. No; a suit covered with broad Love to your boy, and you, too.—Yours ever, tritles! Yonder's a postman, he has more 
. arrows, y’ know, DorotHy. time to direct you than I have. 


telescope to see it. Ta, ta!” 


THE ELDER IS A WORM AND TURNS AT LAST. 


z 
CK ins ) | 
icine ante een ae pena pe eee eee ea os mB sea re en cae Kloet Fe hen fr memento an ee 
sgh bap ee Bd eg pelerred tN any aickeo! Heide ig errap teberaory eee iieks said, “'These endless discussions sboot faith an’ clestion 


| ~—_— 


(1) Me 
and invented 
less wa!lapus, th 
worsela ns ever W 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 

The slaveys fell an easy prey To Arthur Frid’s alluring way :—The greatest provocation he Received, the jury all agree :—The mother was, atas / too late To save 
her babes from awful fate :—The tournament this year 1s more Attractive even than of yore :—At Whitsuntide the Volunteers Were very busy, it appears :—The 
Prince, the Masons re-install, As the Grand Master of them all:—The blind man’s dog, it is thought best, Should wear a muzzle like the rest 

THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 
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“The world was sad—the garden was a wild ; 
And man, the hermit, sighed till woman smiled.” 

—CAMPBELL'S Pleasures of Hupe. 


BUT HE WASN'T PRESSED. 
Hostess. Will Bee play something? 
Pianist (dined soleiy to play). Shertainly, but— 
hic !—whish piano shall I play—hic? 


“Great Scott! Doughly, what is the meaning of 

ie alee ere pk pe rae Ae ot eas ewan : 

it wife and the girls have boug' icycles. “Qh, Goodness! Mabel, what a time you are fiddling with that bors” “Well, “ Aw—yes, 1 ke all day long now.” ‘No won- 
Dato «ln te p ; 5 ty ’ yes, | smoke all day ee . 

ee anes sa = ar eee heres it’s the right thing to fiddle with, too, isn’t it?” der sour father's market garden doesn’t pay. 


—— 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


-_s>— 

It is not generally known that A. SLOPER ia an old Etonian, 
ALLY is still proud of the fact, but for some cause or other the 
great public school does not et eee 
the feeling. But the Fourth is still a cay 
of celebration with the Ancient. He govs 
down into those historic playing fields 
quite early in the morning, and dreams of 
the happy time when he was a sinall kid 
in ashore jacket, silk hat and big collar. 
Subsequently, he joins in the festivities, 
nnd shouts himsei! hoarse with enthusiasm, 
This is why, when a stern and unbending 
beak asks him next morning what he has 
to suy for himself, he only mutters 
“ Bloreat —(hie)— Htona!” Oh, ALLY 
wouldn't miss the Fourth for worlds ! 


s 
The Span of Life is playing to big busi- 
ness at the Princess's, and lovers of the 
sensational should hie them unto. the 
Oxford Street theatre, where Mr. Albert 
Gilmer is so generously catering for them. 


Frep VILLIERS, LOS, the celebrated 
war correspondent and artist, says that 
during the Soudan War he ran clean 
out of clothes, and had a very nar- 
row squeak of going about the desert 
in evening dress. He implored Lord 
Wolseley to lend him a pair of bags and 
one or two other trifles, but the disting- 
uished commander had only one shirt left 
for himself, Not to be done Villiers went 
the round of the entire British forces 
out there, and borrowing one thing 
here and another there, finally turned himself out a sort of 
Burlington Arcadian Masher. « « 

s 


A MAN, not n doctor, must be of a deuced cheerful nature to live 
all the year round in Harley Street. In Shoe Lane we always 
speak of it as the V-Ally of the Shadow of Death, 


s 
The Forlorn Tope is the title of n new sketch that has been 
added to the entertainment at the Oxford, The best of its kind 
that has yet been seen upon the boards; we shall have more to 
say about it at another time. *.° 


THE report that during the summer Alexandry Sloper will lead 
his fair cousin Evelina to the altar is incorrect. The brokers are 
in full swing just now at Mildew Court, and the oofbird is con- 
spicuous by its absence. SLOPER marriages cost something. 


s 
THEY have a monster programme at the Tivoli, and if you've 
got any country cousins prolonging their Whitauntide holiday, 
trot ‘ein into see 1t—if you 
haven't, go Jomo. Eugene 
Stratton, Marie Lloyd, Lil 
Harold, George Robey, fran 
Celli, and Dan Leno are 
among the lengthy list of 
stars. The latter, in his 
popular North Pole song, is 
the subject of our illustra- 
tion. os 
s 


THE Moth-Eaten Fabric 
has been pleased to confer 
the “ Award of Merit” upon 
T. HARPER, because he's an 
authority on amateur wood 
working. * Better late than 
never, feyther,” was the com- 
ment of the Azure-Kyeil. 
“*Kre’s 2 most deserving case 
bin standing over for good- 
ness knows ‘ow long, and 
you've only just made up 
your addled old mind that 
—" Whizz—bang !—the 
Eminent’s near-side trotter- 
case, which he was in the 
act of removing, caught 
Alexandry masarety upon the 
left peeper, and with a pite- 
ous shriek the Cerulean. 
Orbed fled out in search of 
raw steak, Yet once more had the Agyd amply avenged the 
insult offered him. *,* 


THE Hon. Billy says a windy day on the King's Road, Brighton, 

answers all the purposes he shoul i ever put the Réntgen Rays to. 
s 

Josiah’s Dream is really an awfully funny farce, and, in the 
hands of the capable company engaged at the Strand, ought to fill 
that cheerful little theatre all the summer. We may have more to 
say about it at another time, in the meanwhile, if you want au 
evening’s hearty laughter, you can’t do better than go to the 
Strand for it. 7° 


IT is not improbable that the Elder MeNab will shortly proceed 
to Pretoria, with a haggis for old Kruger. Mr, Chamberlain 
thinks it may assist the negotiations, an Mac doesn't object to 
the trip—all exes being paid by Joe. . 


= 

A SWEFT, pretty, clever, refreshing, altogether charming play is 
Rosemary, the joint work of Mr. Louis Parker and Mr. Murray 
Carson. A 
delightful old- 
world _ story, 
and, oh! how 
superbly, how 
rfectly acted ! 
Ve expect much 
from Mr. Wynde 
ham, of course, 
but this latest 

creation of hi 
this wonderfu 
Sir Jasper, is 
indeed one of 
his greatest. 
Happy the man- 
ager who has 
secured this 
dramatic trea- 
4 ure, th A i c e 
appy e 
authors with 
such a company 
to interpret it as 
that under Mr. 
Wyndham’s 
management at 

the Criterion. 


. 
THE numerous 
attractions of Olympia have been greatly heightened by the open- 
ing of the new gardens, The various flower shows which are to be 
held at intervals during the summer and autumn will still further 
add to the popularity of the show, 
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SLOPER'S DANCING ACADEMY. 
I? 18 QUITE UNTRUE THAT SIGNOR SLOPERINI HAS NOW 
ENGAGED SEVERAL ASSISTANTS. THE SIGNOR DOES ALL 
THE TEACHING HIMSELF, YOU BET. 


No. 9,— Miss Evelyn Polsover, in “The Goodenough Kick.” 
She's n singularly active girl, and goes on anyhow, when once 
she’s wound up. 

—— jae 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 
No. 6.—THE LIire-SaVING EXHIBITION. 
(“A Life-Saving Exhibition in aid of the Qny’s Hospital Fund will be held in 

July next at the Portman Rooms,"— Weekly Dispatch, May 3ri, 1896.) 
For siz days, out of the seven days, I sweat my brow and my brain ; 
And somehow, ont of the six days, a seven-days’ living I gain. 
‘And who, on the Sabbath, blames me, if [ lounge for an extra hour 
(On abe heaped-up pillows reclining), and the “ news of the week” 

vour. 

For, whenever a man works siz days, and enough for the seren 


amasses, : 
I would yield him his own sweet pleasure as to how he his seventh 
day passes ! 


On the heaped-up pillows reclining I lounged on the third of Mary ; 

And my good wife brought me my breakfast, and kissed me, and 
went her way. 

Full justice | did to her cooking—her cooking has never its match ; 

Andever, ‘twixt biting and supping, devoured I that go Dispatch, 

And I read till my Se was broken, till my soul by a fear was 
riven 

That virtue on carth survived not, that Gop had surceased from 
Heaven ! 


For =i eyes were forced, in their reading, to feast upon horrors 
still— 

Varden Street horror, Persian horror, horror of Muswet! Hill, 

And that horror of infinite horrors—the horror by Thames con- 


cealed : 

Till L cried, “Ia there nawght that is Christ-like in all the week's 
news revealed?” 

And a paragraph came, as I spoke, to my eyes like a bright 
bs fed 

Four lines on a Hospital Fund, and a Saving-of-Life Exhibition! 


site hee ragraph made me happy, and oft through the day I 
ught ; 
“Though column on column be laden with the evil that men have 
wrought 
Yet still, i some nook beyond them, the hankering eye may scan 
Some four-line paragraph, eloquent of the gocdness of man to man. 
The taking of life, which is fiend-like, may fill us with horror and 


shame, 

But ms hed of life, which is Christ-like, isa never-diminishing 
aim 

So thought I, and thought, by Heaven’s mercy, I would toil for 


some trifling addition 
To be made to the Hospita! Fund, at the Saving-of-Life Exhibition ! 


——~——— 


A TRIFLE MUDDLED. 


Blanche. But you were all right when you left us. 
He. Well, yes; but the next day my landlady tells me I tried to 
open a postcard with a corkscrew, to see who it was froin. 
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ConpucTED BY LADY Dowpy, 


——— 


JANE C.—There is no doubt that your red nose is canse| 4, 
deticient circulation. Wash your nose in distilled water \; i 
Binolia soap, and carefully dry it with a green towel, dune 
over with pink powder. The next morning wash it in . 
water with Bears’ soap, and dry it on a light-blue towel, 
wards tenderly anointing it with violet powder. Keep 1. 
treatment up for a fortnight and then write to me again, 4 

Asxiovs MoTHER.—If your baby has swallowed the needle , 
had better loxe no time in trying to recover it, otherwise it in. 4 
cause him considerable inconvenience. The best way is tu in: 
a penny horseshoe magnet such as vou can obtain at any toysi, 
but which can be purchased of special value at) Harke:. 
Kensington. Fasten a nas of cotton securely to the midi. 
and administer it to the little one concealed in a spoonful of (1; 
Somebody should be listening while he is swallowing it, sni.; 
soon as the “click” is heard—caused by the needle attuchin, 
itself to the magnet, pull it up again with the needle adheriy, 
to it. oa 

Ecoxomy.—I am afraid you will not be able to make much of, 
piano for half-n-crown, but if you could manage to go as fir 4. 
five shillings, I can assure you of excellent results. Purciia.. 
three large egg-boxes at 4/reach, with which you must make tie 
case or outside of the epee then buy a second-hand sprins 
mattress, which you ought to pick up for about ls. 6d. Exiret 
the wires from the mattress, and stretch them from end to ent 
of your Pane. cutting each wire an inch shorter than the 
other, and fastening them in their places by means of a pound of 
83-inch French nails at 37. The next things to procure are the 
hammers, and if you ask your dressmaker to save her cotton. 
reels for you, you will find that they will answer the purpie 
admirably. You will uire 52 of them for a six-and-a-ns'f 
octave instrument, and they should be attached to tirewoot 
sticks, 7 bundles for 3d. Now we come to the most expensive 
item, which is the keys; but two boxes of dominoes at 1s. each 
will supply 56 keys, and very quaint and charming they look 
when fixed in position, with the aid of the proper number of 
firewood sticks, the ends of which should be connected with the 
sticks which are attached to the hammers, and your instrument 
is complete. Of course, if expense is no object you’ can enamel 
the case black and pick it with Mudson’s gold paint, or if you 
give it a coat of Blackwall's ivory-white enamel, you cin 
amuse yourself for weeks in decorating it with alternate pan-ls 
of flowers and hig bang e which will look very chic. You will 
never be able to have this tuned up to concert pitch, but it will 
afford quite as much amusement as & more pretentious and 
expensive instrument. 

LittTLe Fiossy.—No, it is not considered good taste to trim 1 hat 
with too great a variety of objects. Of course, if you havea 
large hat it requires a lot of trimming, but the best milliners are 
now confining themselves to 9 brace of pheasants, a peck toa 
peck and a half of fruit, and a market bunch of flowers, Vex. 
tables are not much in vogue yet, but with the autumn no doubt 
they will have to be added. 

CLARA PRINCE isan accomplished young lady who is desirou: of 
earning a little money. nfortunately, her talents are not so 
much useful as ornamental, and she excels in fancy work. It 
Clara will send us a stamped addressed envelope, we will give her 
the information she requires, and in the meanwhile she misht 
roitie< Brged spare time by knitting ALLY SLOPER a noseb:z.to 
save that prominent feature of his handsome face from becom. 
ing sunburned. 


—r———- 


A CHANGE OF FRONT. 


Lhe Vanquished. Oo-er!_*Ere’s my bruyver a-comin’ alon:: 
The Victor, Eh? Oh! I begs yer pardon if I've ‘urt yer. o€ 
chap. I never knoo your bruvver wuz as big as that ! 


—_—_——— 


PATIENCE PERSONIFIED. 


HE weighed every ounce of nineteen stone, had a smiling ruddy 
face like a light Dutch cheese, and formed a strange coutrast to 
the army of the lame, halt, and suffering creatures congregated ap 
the waiting-room of St. Barnabas’s Hospital. ale 

“Oh, no, sir, he’s not a out-patient,” said the obliging porter, 
when questioned ; “he only comes to see a case up in the Leande 
Ward. It's a bad case, too—a poor young fellow 
a bicycle accident.” ees 

“Well, 1 should pity him if this fat chap wheeled over him!” | 

“But he didn’t, sir. It was the r fellow upstairs that wat 
riding the machine, and he ran into this fat gent crossing Coventry 
Strect. It was his own fault, too, for he owns that he was lookins 
behind him at a couple o' tarts coming out o’ Daly's Theayter 
The bicycle was smashed to mere skewers 
had time to swear at its rider the poor fellow was under the 
of a pair of horses pulling a F 
sciousness for three whole days ! : 
young ‘un’s to be cured, no matter what it costs. He ha- ve! 
delicacy that money can buy, and the house-surgeon_ his i 
promised a dimond scarf-pin and dress-stud combined if he 
the poor chap through. As for the old chap hisself—well, hy 
misses aday calling. Even though it’s Whit-Monday he * u ha 
And when he goes away he leaves word that the instant | ; 

patient a ebie to leave his bed and walk about we are to telesTuP 
for him. 

* How exceedingly solicitous ana kind of him! mare 

“Oh, I dunno, sit,” retaliated the official, with a rather (tus 
attempt ata smile, “it ain't all gold as glitters, as the sayie =" 
This exhibition o' patience on the old ‘un’s part ain't what It lous 
He's only waiting, he says, till the bounder that took the liberts 
running into him is well enough, when hell kick him every *. 
o’ the way from Beersheba to Dan—which I ‘lieve irre 
than Lana's End to John o’ Groat, sir—and pulverize him (1 
won't be able to look at a wooden chair without shuddering - 


1 cone 


Still this oid Falstat! sys the 
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CHUCKS. 


(A RoMANCE or THE RAIL.) 
—— 


CHAPTER IX. 


CuveKs was developing muscle, and was utilising that muscle 
in opportunities that are only afforded. to a railway man. His 
desire for Vengeance on his successful rival Smagg, had inspired 
au idea in Chucks's cranium which required muscle to aid in its 
realisation, therefore 
Chucks determined to 
have muscle and dex- 
terity. 

\ And he was acquiring 
muscle and was wonder. 
fully dexterous, 

Chucks was gradually 
becoming almost a pro- 
verb at Plunktown rail- 
. Way station. It was the 
\ railway — officials who 


noticed it first. They 
used to stand back from 
the luggage van to give 
him room to put in his 
fine work from the re- 
cesses of the mass of 


‘the 
ring 
Piet 


reid luggage. And the 
the manner in which Chucks 
ul of filled the atmosphere 
the with boxes and baskets 
thi and perambulators and 
T8 egg xes turned the 
ny) hearts of his fellow plat- 
coo form men green with 
nits envy. 
each 4 But only for a time 
luok did envy animate their 
er of The disembowelment of the 8.30, minds, Graduilly the 
h the envious thoughts wera 
ment crushed by generous appreciation, by warmest admiration, and 
amel ultimately by something akin to awe. They one and all 
von recognised a master mind in Chucks. He was the Napcleon of 
can the baggage car, 
anels His fame spread. The inhabitants of Plunktown began to realise 
1 will that in their midst there was one who was likely to make their 
t will station famous if his abilities did not even add glory to the town, 
) and It was considered quite the thine to go to the station in the 
evening to see the arrival of the 8.30 down express, because there 
ahat was usually more luggage with that train than with any other 


during the day. 

It was at the disembowelment of the 8.30 down express that 
was seen at his best. 

‘hucks would dashingly approach the luggage van ere the 


tLe 


doub ad quite stopped there was an air of hushed expectation in 

the crowd, only broken by the clank and rattle of the bolts of the 
ous of oor; then the doors would be ne open amid breathless excite- 
wot so t as Chucks plunged into the interior followed by a hum of 
«It wroval when the rain of baggage began to hurtie on to the plat- 
ve her form from the van, Chucks had the eye of an artist, and knew 
might how to heighten the effect. No two nights was he alike in the 
big. 10 manipulation of that baggage. Some nights everything would 
weCUL> on the platform, and the spectators 


wight easily and peepee 
would withdraw ina slightly dissatisfied mood, This might happen 
wo or three nights in succession, and there would be rumours that 
‘hucks was failing in his powers, and that he was no longer the 
wan he was, The railway men who took a pride in him would 
‘minder about with lowering brows, and the ordinary unofticial 
mlooker would drop the corner of his mouth in wholly unconcealed 
rontempt. Sometimes there would even be murmurs that the 8.30 
Pxpress was altogether an uninteresting affair, and sumeone would 
vinark that they would never come to see it arrive again. And 
ien — discontent was at its height there would be a sudden 
-action. 

Chucks would once more be at his best. A tin bonnet box and 
Gladstone bag would hurtle through the atmosphere together, 
mt so beautifully timed that the bonnet box would reach the 
nsympathetic pavement first while the Gladstone bag would 
trash accurately into the top of the box and make mash of that bon- 
wt box and its contents. Then that would be followed by a wooden 
rank so deftly manipulated that it would alight with ali its 
right on its weakest corner, and the contents of that trunk 


tray trousers and collars and neckties and things, and tne 
suokers would once more raise a hum of gratified admiration at 
he dexterity of Chucks which would almost quell the groans of 
he exasperated owners of the outraged luggage that lay strewn 
round the platform. 

And when Chucks would emerge from the van these owners 
‘ould say things, and talk about solatium, but Chucks would 
ave them gravely away with the bland remark. “Complain to 
eadquarters.” Then headquarters would remind these owners 
hat baggage was carried nt passengers’ risk, and passengers if they 
wal their goods protected must buy stronger trunks for the 
y i 

or headquarters, it may here be remarked. was every bit ns 
roud as was Plunktown at having the Champion Baggage 
tuasher in its midst. 


(To be continued next week.) 
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Ls: ‘on, McTatfy, me gude mon, ye ken it’s awfu' wicked to 
‘le on the Sawbath, 

V-7afy. Vf aman mauna whistle, deacon. would ye mind iust 
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THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX, 


——— 


ARGOOD, 6 CASTLENAU VILLAS. BARNES, 
24th May, 1896, 
My DEAR OLD FRIEND.—Congratulate me, Mrs. Chirgwin 
made me 2 present of a spleudid baby boy this afternoon at 3.20. 
Yours very truly, 
G, H, CuirGwis, 
P.S.—Don't forget, SLOPER, another Kaftir. 


oo 


IT ALL DEPENDS. 


WHAT noise is that. which far out-sounds 
The cruel cannon’s blustering boom / 

What silence that, which out-profounds 
The solemn silence of the tomb? 


Such noise is made by one adept 

At “ finals,” when he’s been a chooser 
Of winning norse : such silence kept 

By him, when he has “ snipped" a loser ! 


Oe 


COMING IT TOO STRONG. 

Ardent Supporter of the Bill for the Abolition of Nuisea. 
Tf you make that unearthly noise again underneath my bedroom 
window at six o'clock in the morning, I shall give you in charge as 
a nuisance. 

Disgusted Milkman, Well I'm blowed! 1 s'pose they'll muzzle 
us next! I'm blessed if some folks ain't too jolly particular; 1 
wonder they don’t have a pneumatic tyre put on the bally steam 
roller. 

ee 


MOST UNCALLED 


FOR. 


“What will you do when you inherit your uncle's money 
Fred!” “I'm going to live high, and bea gentleman.” “ Won't 
you find that rather difticult?” 


— --—.—— 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 


THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH MIFFINS (“GENERAL”), 
CHAPPTUR SIXTEAN. 

FoARr sum munths i kontinued, as the poit ais, on the even 
tenner of mi wais. Asi have prevvyusli ‘intid. the cituashun wos 
arefreshin chainge from mi uther wuns, the fade plentyfool and 
the wurk lite; foar, beesydes the boi tu klean the nives and brutes 
and winders, thair wos a charewoman kum in foar tymes a weak 
tu du the ruf part of it. If it ‘adn't bean foar the daly depyda- 
shuns of them fowls, wich wos grageally undermiuin mi_konsti- 
tooshun, i shood ‘ave bin in klover. Tha wos the wun dark kloud 
on the utherwyse plaxsid orrysin. "Ow marster kood stand ‘em 
foar so long wos a pusseler tu me. Suner than ‘ave put up with 
the obstynit reches a-skrachin and a-tarein of mi nerstirshuns 
and rodydendruns and things, and maikin grate ‘oles in the tenis 
lorn i wood ‘ave rung the ‘eds orf the lot and nevur looked on a 
egagane, But tho he wos orlwais a yusin langwidge about them, 
wich it maid me blush tu here, he woodn’t git rid of the beests. 
The ynng boi wot kleaned the winders, ancitra, he said thay wos 
orl choise sorts, aud werth i forgit ‘ow meny Sect eche. The tu 
kows wos a verry speshul brede tu, and the kolts as wel, wich ‘ad 
valyerbul peddyzrees. and werth no end. “If ennything wos tu 
‘apen tu wun of ‘em,” sed the yung boi, “i berleave the marster 
wood kik up no end of a row, ‘e makes reglar pets of ‘em, 'e dus, 

*Owever, as tha sai in novuls, i decgres, Wun da, wen i wos orl 
aloan in the plaice—Mr. and Mrs. Mayne ‘avin gorn out foar a 
dryve—i seas a grume in livvery kumin galopin on a grate hoarse 
up tu the ‘ouse. Gesin with reddy instinck, from the wai in wich 
he wos ridin that he wos in a hury, i dashd down tu the doar and 
thru it opun as he rode up. 

“Is Mrs. Mayne in,” he sez, very sharp and brethlese. : 

“No, she nin't,” i ses, “nor Mr. neethur,” foar i wos not goin tu 
be treetid with imperliteness bi the lykes of him. ; ; 

“ Wel,” ‘e sez, “doant yu no ware tha are, 'cos | ve ridun like 
steem orl the wai frum Krorsely Orl—Mrs. Mayne’s father's, yu 
know—with a letur. Sir Willyum’s dyin tha sai, aud i ges this 
letur is arskin ‘er to go ovur and sea the larst of ‘im,” 

Just as i wos speckelatin wot i shuod du in this paneful pur- 
dickymunt the sound of weels fel on our ecrs, and we sor the 
marster and missus dryvin in at the gait. The grume he rydes up 
tu them and tuches ‘is ‘at respeckful, and gives ovur the letur. 
Mrs. Mayne reeds it and bursts intu teers aud rushes indoars, 
Then marster he rites 9 arnser, and the grume ‘avin refreshid iself 
and his hoarse gose orf with it agane. oa 

Presuntly the mixsus kumes intu the kichin tu me and sez, 
“Elizabeth,” she sex, “yoar marster and me_has bean korld awat 
verry sudunly bi a dermestick kerlamity. We shal be gone orl 
nite and p'r'aps longer, nud yu must luk arftur things in our 
abbsunse. Lok up kairfully at nite and git the woman to slepe in 
the ‘ouse if she kan, aud mynd and luk arftur evurything propperly 
til we kum back.” r : 6 

Then she goes out tn the xtabuls wair the hoarse wos bein put in 
and in anuther minnit they dry ves awai, leavin me in sollyterry 
perseshun, : . 

Oh! if i kood ony ‘ave foarsean the konsyquences i wood ‘ave 
fled the plaive that innit. 

(10 be continued nest weck.) 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
PARLIAMENTARY MeM.—“ An Awl-Knight Sitting”: The shoe- 
n aker on his bench. : ; 
DisTINGUISH between the goddess of marriage and the presid- 
ing genius of divorce.—Juno: Jeune, ; 
© Telegraph Address.” —135 and 141 Fleet Street, E.C. 


Servant | Gal Nod (To Servant. Gal No, 2, lately from the 
country), "Eavens! ‘Arriett, you can’t come out with me like that; 
go and do your ‘air again, do! 

SS ee 


A FORTUNATE CO-INCIDENCE. 


As we have no desire whatever to play the part of moral inquisitor, 
we will jltogether refrain from inquiring into the reasons that kept 
inaid Henry Rangletang from returning that bright May 
evening to his marital abode, It may possibly have been an 
unusual press of business that kept him out all night ; it may have 
been a sudden call to the bedside of a dear and valued friend ; or 
again it may have been the temptation to prolong some cheery card 
(ony, some Bacchanalian orgie, or merry little supper, dear to his 
mchelor days, It may have been any one of all these, or it may 
even—but why continue? Let it suftice that as the fastest clocks 
in the neighbourhood were indicating the hour of eleven next 
morning, Reginald Henry knocked somewhat timidly at the door 
of his pretty little suburban residence, and the next moment was 
ne a — ~~ wie : ‘ 

* And so, sir,” she said at length—“ And 80, sir, you have at last 
deemed fit to return. Before J ask you for any explanation of your 
extraordinary conduct, I 
would suggest that you 
make yourtoilette. Your 
dishevelled, — unshaven 
appearance this morning 
amply warrants) my 
opinion that your ab. 
rence needs the fullest 
investigation.” 

Reginald Henry made 
his way thoughtfully to 
his room. He didn’t like 
the aspect of affairs at 
oll. There was a state- 
Jiness, a determination 
ubout his wife that he 
had not quite reckoned 
on, Would his ready. 
formed explanation hold 
water? Would she be- 
lieve it without inquiry ? 
If not he was undone. 
He cudgelled his brain 
vainly for a better, a 
more plausible one than he had already invented, but it would not 
come, 

He had purchased the second Sar as he came along. He pulled 
it from his pocket now and tore off 2 piece to wipe his razor upon, 
As he did soa headline caught his eye, he looked again, snd then 
attentively devoured the paragraph bencath, “Got it!” he 
exclaimed as he finished. “ Lwreka !” 


* e * * * * 

“And now, sir,” said his wife, as he descended — “now, sir, 
before you touch one mouthful, where have you been all night!” 

“My darling, vou will never guess,” he said, playfully. 

“ Very probably,” she responded, dryly ; “* but Twill know.” 

“Why. certainly, my love,” said her husband, calmly, * L've been 
up all night in the Big Wheel.”. And when he told her how it 
happened, she swallowed it like a bird. 


e * . * * * 
Reginald Henry said bad words when he heard about that ¢5 
compensation, for his wife insisted upon claiming it as some con. 
solation for the anxiety she had endured, Lut even as it stuod it 
was a good get out at the price. 


——_+—_—— 


THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued, ) 
No. 16—Hat. DRAWERS, SOCKS, AND SHOES WorN BY Mr. 
JUsTICK HAWKINS, WHEN A CHILD OF THREE, 


These pretty little Relics were procured by A. Stopes, for his 
museum, in the following manner. EHiuving been informed that a 
venerable Jady, who had nursed the famous dudes in his intaney, 
possessed these articies, A. SLOPER wrote, asking the Towest price 
she would take for them. The old lady replied “her life,” as she 
valued them more than anything, As A, SLOPER could not ree 
what he could do with it if he had it, he resolved to resort to 
subterfuge. Disguised asa hawker, and armed with a pot of mig- 
nonette, he watched the old lady issue out to take the air, and 
then rang the area bell. “Buy a pot o' mignonette, Miss 2" said 
he to the maid. The girl shook her head, and looked Jongingly at 
the plant. “I'd exchange for any oll clothes, Miss, We are doin’ 
a special line in kids’ garmints, which Government is a-sendin’ out 
for the hinfant horfan Matabele.”” “ Mi-sus ‘ave some upstairs,” 
said the girl. “ Wot's the lidy’s age, Miss!" “Oh, she’s over 
eighty.” “Then she won't want ‘em any more.” The girl con. 
sidered @ moment, took the mignonette, then disappeared, and 
returned with the garments. “Mine! Ha, ha!” cried A. SLOPER 
suatching the articles, and in another moment he was goue. 

(Lo ve continued.) 


sepa kRbBanw sss s 4 Ae 474 4.444 eee 


184 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, June 6, 1605, 
THE “"F.0.8.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. AN APOLOGY NEEDED. BUT THEY DION'T SEE IT. 


(I 


No. 432.-Mk. ARTHUR E-cos, F.O.S. 
“One has only to gaze upon the features of the 
gentleman whose portrait we have this week added 
to our gallery, to see ina moment that he is one of 
those fortunate individuals who could have suc- 
ceeded in any walk of life he had chosen to follow, 
At the age of two, Arthur was quite familiar with 
the popular songs of the day ; at tive he was organ- 
izing smoking concerts in the back garden summer 
house, and winning unbounded applause from the 
entire juvenile population of the neighbourhood, 
‘As he grew towards man's estate, Arthur's talents 
ripened, and there are to-day few more popular 
amateur comic vocalists than our hero. Chiefly 


ANS 
Y 


CLG (4d wet 
( I 


Jack. Look here, girls, we're all dreadfully thirsty. Now, I've a great 
idea; I'll toss you which of you two go up to the house and bring ou 


because he can wing a good song. he was created “J say, sonny, that’s a fine statue of Apollo.” “The other 
F.OS., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented one's his wife, Apollinaris, 1 suppose?” some lemonade, 
to him April 4th, 1896."—Debrett Improved, 
MONSTER! 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT OIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 
No. 16.—Mn. McGOosE.eEY. 


We won’ g'ome 


tt (hie) mor aS 


AGED 5.—The subject of this 


A nice little thing, but a trifle eccentric. She lives biography was bora of r, 
at Southend, and after tea flopped about in the briny, but dissipated, parents. Vith AGED 39.—The reduction 
while Bob had to look on from the balcuny. A bit his first tooth he imbibed a taste pra dually increasing, his papa 
of a sell for Bob, = _ a a pacer te wailein = observed one day that although “ Married ! Now. do I look like it!” 
is materna alin AGED 8.—When eight years he liked something shert he 
the Cow and Curlingtongs. He old he proved at houre avery expected to find ‘. a quart A GOOD MOUNT. 


first became speechless at the useful little man, and would measure a bit more than half of 
age of five, fetch quarts of beer and quar- _a half of a pint. Finding him- 
terns of spirits from the afore- self an orphan at thirty, our 
said Cow without spilling a — hero blossomed into a broker's 
drop; he contrived this by = man, 
ingeniously reducing the quan- 
tity to about one-third on his 
returu juurney. 


This is what the Old 'Un sweat 
he vaw at the Derby, Oh! that 
lubster sulad, 


A DANGEROUS RIVAL. 


. 


DOING HIM A SERVICE, 
“Writ yer are, guv'nor.” 


AGED 50.—Thus it was he made the acquaint- 
ance of A. SLOPER, being put into possession at 
Mildew Court. Unfortunately his handiness for 


Present Day.—And, really, in that character 
his appearance was most imposing; but his 
acquaintance with the Eminent ripening into 


SCIENCE PAPERS PLEASE COPY. fetching lost him his appointment—the parties quaint: \ 
The Language of Flowers.—A Sunflower (Sleprri- in trouble invariably locking him out. For a penceip, Be eubeegeentle threw up the post, = u 
bus Superdus) was distinctly heard to say “ Do it brief period he engaged himself to au under- that sed ing fully taken ap in assisting The champion heavy-weight £1!" 
again,” on being kissed by a young lady. taker as a mute. hat gentleman in sampling liquids, runs the Hon. Billy pretty clur«- 
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